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NA 


"I still don't know why you moved down here." The blonde brother mumbled. He ran his palm over the 
dampened, hot skin at the back of his neck He was actually talking about the fact that he missed his older 
brother, not the miserable heat in Atlanta. But if Shawn misunderstood him, all the better. 


"| like it. It's better than the fucking tundra up in Montreal." 
Only, its not" Glen shot back. 


They were riding in the Shawn's newest toy; a brand new, black Mustang GT convertible. It was almost ten 
o'clock and, leaving other family members behind, the brothers claimed a boys' night out. The local drive-in 
movie theater was playing one of Glen's favorite movies: Dawn Of The Dead. It was the first time Glen had 
been down to Atlanta since he left the band and, frankly, he had good reason to stay away from his brother 
for a little while. But he missed Shawn, as brothers tend to do. When the elder Drover got some time off and 
purchased this new toy, he called Glen and invited him down for a little while. Now, with the top down, the 
brothers raced down the highway. 


Shawn pulled the car into a convenience store. "Here. Go get us some beer and whatever you want for the 


movie, okay?" He pulled out his wallet and handed his brother two $20 bills. As Glen took them from him, their 
fingers brushed one another and Glen's eyes flicked up to find Shawn's. 


"Hey, um, | really..| missed you, bro." Glen dropped his eyes as he fought off the gut-wrenching heartache he 
felt. 


"Missed you, too, you little shit." Shawn grinned and ruffled Glen's hair. He watched his smaller sibling get out 
of the car and walk toward the entrance of the store, turning once to give Shawn a smile. More like to make 


sure the older man wasn't going to leave him in the dust. 


He could remember how it began. Glen always seemed a little needy, a little defenseless and lost. As his older 
brother, Shawn took care of him. When their parents would scream and go at each other, Glen would seek 
comfort by crawling into Shawn's bed at night. He'd curl up against Shawn and shake and whimper. It started 
out with just a soft cooing and a gentle head petting. Soon, he was pressing kisses to the blonde's cheeks and 
wrapping an arm around him to hold him. Soon, Glen was kissing Shawn in return, soft little lips would flutter 
across his own lips or into the crook of his neck. When both boys got a little older, their parents finally split 
and they moved into a ramshackle apartment with their mother. They shared a small bed then, the tiny 
bedroom only big enough for a single bed and a chest of drawers. Teenagers now, pajamas were a forgotten 
thought and the boys slept in each other's arms, naked legs tangling together, bodies awakening to thoughts 
and desires that neither understood. 


Shawn ran his fingers through his hair and swallowed as he remembered the right he took his brother's 
virginity. He was disgusted with himself, terrified of the feelings Glen brought about. Yeah, he loved and he 
cared for his little brother but .this? This was wrong. So very wrong. 


Glen never understood that. Never comprehended how taboo and strange his relationship with Shawn was. 


Which made it that much harder to send the younger man away. 


Several years after the first time they slept together, they were on the road with Megadeth. It came up the 
anniversary of the day their parents’ divorce was final. On a dark, quiet bus which was rolling its way through 
Italy somewhere, a little blonde climbed his way into Shawn's bunk 


"Nol" Shawn hissed. "You cannot do this, Glen! Not here." 

"Need you. Please, Shawn. You know what day it is. Please hold me." 

He couldn't resist his little brother in his time of need. So Shawn relented and opened his arms. The younger 
Drover slipped into them and sighed contentedly when Shawn's powerful arms wrapped around him. All too 


soon, however, Glen's hips were rolling against his brother. Little moans and whispers of desire made the 


drummer sweat. Glen's erection was pressed into Shawn's hip. 


"Want it. Please, Shawn. Take me, make me feel better like always." 

"Glen, no! Do you understand we would both lose our jobs if he found out about this?" 

It broke Shawn's heart to hear his brother beg him but he had to turn Glen down. After a very lengthy, very 
emotional discussion in private, Shawn convinced Glen to return to Montreal and spend time with his family. 
What Shawn never considered was that the guilt of sending Glen away was more painful than the guilt of what 
they were doing together in the first place. Way back when they were teenagers, he'd been able to assuage his 


guilt by convincing himself that he was taking care of his little brother. By shaming Glen and sending him away, 
he was no longer taking care of him like he promised he would. 


He watched the younger man exit the store with a large paper bag under one arm. In the other hand, he held 
several long strands of red licorice. Glen smiled brightly when he put the beer down in the back seat and slid 


into the passenger seat. 


"Look what they had! Remember we used to eat these until we were sick!" He held out the long, individually 
wrapped Red Vines licorice. 


"| didn't know they had those down here. Cool." 


Glen settled into the seat and peeled open one of the pieces of licorice. After taking a big bite, he started to 
fiddle with the radio. 


"Hey! My car, my radio! You know the rules!" Shawn mockingly yelled at him. 

"You listen to the hard stuff." 

"You like the hard stuff!" 

"Sometimes." 

"Sometimes?" Shawn raised an eyebrow. 

"Sometimes, | like the slower, mellow stuff" 

When James Young's Don't Let Me Be Lonely Tonight started on the 70s station, Shawn swallowed and returned 
his focus on the road ahead of them. After a moment, he stole a glance at Glen, who sat in the seat, happily 
munching away on the licorice. In many ways, Shawn still viewed his brother as a child. In many ways, Glen had 


maintained a childlike innocence and sensitivity. 


The drive-in theater was only opened during the summer. On Fridays and Saturdays, they played first run 


movies. On Sundays, though, they played the classics. Sundays were the only days Shawn would consider coming 


to the drive-in. 


It was three exits down the highway and perfect for testing out a brand new sports car. Shawn turned the 
car onto the entry ramp and stomped down on the gas pedal. Beside him, Glen whooped and gave his brother a 


huge smile. 


"This is why we don't listen to the mellow shit in this car!" Shawn yelled over the wind. As he careened the car 
into the fast lane, he punched a button on the radio to change the station back to metal. When Foo Fighters’ 
White Limo came on, Shawn grinned. He fondly remembered those couple nights spent with their little blondie 
drummer and bobbed his head. His right foot became even heavier. Soon, he using the steering wheel as his 
snare drum and the top of the windshield as his crash cymbal. Beside him, Glen was headbanging and air 


guitaring as well. 


Laughing along with his little brother, Shawn expertly maneuvered the car down the exit ramp, tires screeching 
against the asphalt. A mile down a two lane surface road, the car entered the drive-in. Shawn paid for two 


tickets and then slowly moved the car into the last row, farthest away from the screen 
"Don't you want to get closer?" Glen asked in confusion 


"Not a good idea, kid" Shawn replied as he shifted the car into park and reached for the lever to put the top 


up. He was no idiot and the actions were done with a sense of defeat. 
Glen's lips twitched with a little smile. "Want a beer?" 
"Yeah, man. Crack me open one." The older brother said as he tuned the radio in to the theatre's channel. 


There were still a few minutes before the movie was to begin and the theatre played a few previews. The 
brothers sat in silence as they drank from cans of beer. Shawn watched his brother from the corner of his 
eye. He loved Glen so much. Felt so responsible for him, both for his care and for the way he fucked the 


younger man up. 
"Glen?" He started. He wanted to look into his brother's eyes and tell him they could no longer do those things 
together. He wanted to ask Glen what it was that kept driving him to it. He wanted to solve his younger 
brother's problems right then and there. 

But the younger brother turned and gave Shawn a bright smile. "Yeah?" 

"Glen, | want .." The older brother bit his lip. "| want another beer, please." 

There was no fighting it. Shawn knew why he asked Glen to visit. He knew why he suggested this late night, 


dark, almost empty drive in theatre. He knew his brother knew it, too. What he didn't know was why he couldn't 
stop, either. 


Glen popped the tab on a fresh can of beer and handed it to Shawn. Fingers touched again and their eyes met. 
It wasn't all terrible, Shawn reasoned. He definitely loved his brother and wanted to make him happy. And Glen 


was good. He was always very eager to please Shawn and, as such, would do anything Shawn wanted him to. 
"Hey, kid?" 

Again, the blonde brother turned and gave his brother a smile. 

"You..um.. you been with other guys?" 

The smile widened. "Would you be jealous if | was?" 

"No! No, Glen. | just." 

"You would!" The little blonde giggled 

Flustered, the older man grunted and took another long drink from the can in his hand. He watched Glen smirk 
as he raised a can to his own lips. Jealousy. That was stupid, Shawn thought. Hell, he didn't give a shit if Glen 
was banging everybody with a dick from here back to Montreal. Okay, maybe that wasn't true. Shawn tried to 
focus on the screen as the movie began. He'd seen Dawn Of The Dead a million times. So many times, he could 
recite the whole thing in his sleep. Blue eyes drifted across the car again as he watched Glen pop the top on 
his third can of beer. 

"Want another, bro?" Glen asked without turning to look at his brother. 


"Yeah." 


Three cans of beer turned sweet, vulnerable, wounded Glen into flirty, naughty, seductive Glen. He tossed the 


empty can out the car window and turned to his poor, tormented brother. 
‘I've seen this movie a million times." 

"Me, too." 

"| want to do something else." 

"What do you want to do? It's late." 


As Glen smirked and crawled into his brother's lap, he purred. "When you asked me if | was with other men, 


did you really want to know?" 


"Fuck, Glen" Shawn groaned. He settled back into the seat, allowing his brother to grind against his crotch. 


"Did you?" 

"Yeah. Tell me." 

"Yeah. I've been with other men besides you. A lot of them. They all say | got the finest Canadian ass they 
ever had." He told his brother before leaning in to nuzzle Shawn's neck and playfully nip him. "I know you've 
been with other men besides me." 

"How do you know that?" 

"| just know." 

Glen reached down along the side of Shawn's seat and found the power button. Slowly, the back of the driver's 
seat lowered until Shawn was laid back. The blonde leaned over him and finally went for his brother's mouth. 
While Glen kissed him, pushing his tongue into Shawn's mouth, tasting the beer, Glen slid a hand down Shawn's 


arm. When he got to his wrist, Glen took his brother's hand and placed it against his own ass. 


"Come on, big brother, you want to give it to me. | know you do. You're fucking hard already." Just to emphasis 
his point, he ground his ass harder against his brother's erection. 


"Shit!" Shawn groaned. 

He wanted to not want this. He tried so hard to not want this. But he did And he did feel a little jealous of the 
other men his brother had been with. Glen was his. His to take care of and love. His to look after and comfort. 
His to pin down and fuck Shawn opened his eyes when he felt Glen climb off of him. He started to sit up when 
a hand landed on his chest. 

"Stay like that." 

Glen popped open another can of beer and handed it to Shawn. 


"Hold this for me." 


The little one went for the button and fly on his brother's jeans and slowly, teasingly, opened them. A hand 


slipped inside of them and callused fingers immediately began to stroke along Shawn's dick. 
"Like that, big brother?" 
"Yeah. Feels good" 


Two hands now worked to pull the drummer's jeans off of his hips and down his thighs. Glen pushed his 
brother's shirt up on his chest and lowered his mouth to the other's stomach. The cock he knew so well laid 


to one side, against Shawn's thigh. Glen placed his palm against it and rubbed slowly. Above him, Shawn hissed. 
‘lm a slut, Shawn. l'm a filthy slut and l'm so fucking good at it" Glen said with his little, angelic smile. 

He took the can of beer from his brother, poured a long pull into his mouth before handing the can back. Glen 
lowered his head and wrapped his lips around his brother's cock. The cold, bubbly beer made Shawn yelp and 
writhe. The older brother pushed an elbow down into the seat and propped himself up to watch Glen suck his 


dick. He took a long drink of the icy cold beer. He could feel the alcohol going to his head and he was thankful 
for it. When Glen lifted his head and reached for the can, their eyes met. 


"Am | doing good?" Glen asked, giving his brother that wide-eyed expression that melted Shawn's heart. 
This time, however, the drummer smirked. "You know you are." 


Another mouthful of bubbly beer tickled his shaft and he sighed, letting his head fall back to stare at the 
black canvas top of the car. Memories of a different kind began to fill the dark haired brother's head. 


It was right after Eidolon's first successful show in Toronto. Glen had been struggling up until that point. He 
was homesick, even with Shawn right there with him. But he battled through it, managing not to seek Shawn 
out. After the successful show, selling out over four hundred tickets to the small club, someone showed up 


backstage with a case of beer and a bag of weed. 

Both brothers were feeling pretty damn good and, in their beat up truck, on the way back to their tiny 
apartment, Glen lowered his head into Shawn's lap and sucked him off. Two or three hours later, the little 
blonde climbed into Shawn's bed and offered up his ass. Shawn immediately pushed his brother onto his front 
and mounted him. Together, they rocked, pushing each other to his peak. And after, the younger brother 
curled up in his brother's embrace. 

"Shawn?" He asked in a small voice. 

"Mm?" 

"Do you love me?" 

"Yeah, you know | do." 

"Always?" 


"Of course. You're my baby brother, Glen 


"Am | good?" 


"What?" 

"Good. Am | a good lay?" 

Shawn winced. "Yeah, sweetheart, you are." 
"I like making you happy. 


"I like making you happy, too." 


Shawn placed his hand on top of his brother's blonde head that bobbed up and down in his lap. The beer was a 
new trick and it felt really good. 


"Hey, where'd you learn the beer thing?" 
"On a tour bus outside of Vancouver." Was Glen's reply as he sat up and pulled his t-shirt over his head. 


Shawn downed the rest of the can he held in one long gulp. Glen reached down and grabbed another can from 
the bag that sat on the floor of the car. He popped the tab and took a long drink before giving the can to 
Shawn And then he was wiggling out of his jeans. Shawn pushed himself up and took the can in one hand and 
slid his other hand around the back of his brother's neck. He pulled Glen down into a deep kiss while also 
bringing the smaller man back into his lap. His hands knew every little spot on his brother's body that made 


him squeal and purr. 

Shawn had to be honest with himself. He did like making Glen feel good. And nobody made his brother feel 
better than he did. One hand slid down the blonde's back and gripped his ass while the other curled around his 
head to tilt it to the side so that Shawn could find his neck. When his teeth sunk into his brother's neck, the 
strong, thick fingers slipped between the blonde's ass cheeks. Glen whimpered and rolled his hips. 

"Feel good?" 

"So good. | want it" 

"I know, baby. You're gonna get it, too." 

| brought." Glen purred as he reached into the passenger seat for his pants. He pulled a small bottle of lube 
out the pocket and then sat up. He squirmed his ass back onto Shawn's thighs until his back was against the 


steering wheel. A healthy squirt of the thick, slippery liquid was applied to his brother's thick cock. 


"Hey, don't you want my fingers first?" Shawn asked. 


With a grin, Glen shook his head. Once the lube was spread down Shawn's shaft, Glen used two hands on his 
brother's chest to push him back down onto the lowered seat. He raised his ass and moved one hand back to 


guide his brother into himself. 


Shawn grunted as Glen's warm, plush ass slowly stretched to welcome him. Hand found Glen's hips and pulled 


down, wanting the little blonde to fully engulf him. 
"Fuck!" Glen groaned and lowered his head. His long, golden hair fell around his face. 


He leaned over his brother, placing one hand on the seat over Shawn's shoulder and used it for leverage in 
order to rock himself up and down. He built his rhythm slowly, speeding up faster and faster. Shawn grunted 
through his gritted teeth while his brother howled his pleasure. 


"Jesus fucking Christ, Glen! Where did you." 

The younger brother grinned, his blue grey eyes twinkled with mischief. "Is that good?" 

"So fucking good. Keep going" Shawn grunted as he bucked his hips upwards, into Glen 

The car rocked, the brothers grunted and squealed. A film of sweat covered them both. A hand found its way 


to Glen's ass and squeezed hard. The little one howled and sped up, slamming himself down onto Shawn's dick. 
His own hard cock slid against Shawn's stomach, trapped between the brothers’ bodies. 


"Shawn, please make me come!" 
"| will, kid. | will. Find something to hold on to." 


The blonde sat up and reached above his head, grasping the framework of the canvas top. Shawn gripped him 
by the hips again and roughly thrust himself up and down. Glen howled and screamed, feeling his orgasm 
building and threatening to erupt. With a loud, guttural scream, ribbons of come splattered against Shawn's 
stomach and chest. The dark haired brother grinned at the sight of his brother in the throes of ecstasy. He 
loved these moments when Glen was free and soaring high. Loved seeing his brother let go and be happy. 
Shawn hated when Glen seemed so insecure and wary of the world around him. It was that thought and his 
brother's tight ass that sent Shawn off the edge. He bit his lip, grunting loudly through his teeth, and pulled 


Glen off of him, pinning him against his chest as he came hard, spilling against Glen's crack. 


Glen panted softly, laying tiny kisses against his brother's warm, damp neck. Shawn's strong arms held his 
brother tightly. He cooed softly, running fingers through the little one's sweat streaked hair. 


‘Okay, sweetheart?" 


"Mmhmm." Glen purred. 


After a minute, Glen slid off of Shawn and into the passenger seat of the car. He immediately reached for a 
can of beer. He cracked it open and took a long drink When he offered it to Shawn, the drummer took it and 
finished it off in a long gulp. He laid back in the seat, making no attempt to clean himself up or pull his pants 
back up. Instead, he watched Glen get dressed. 

"Hey." 

"Yeah?" 

"So where did you learn to take the lead like that? Never did that before. Used to just want me to do it all” 
A little smile flitted across his lips but he remained quiet. 

"Not gonna tell me?" 

"Does it matter?" 


"Might." 


The younger man still didn't respond. He dug in the bag for a piece of licorice. As he munched, he looked 


around. 
"Think | want some popcorn" 
pop 


Glen threw the door open and silently exited, wandering toward the snack shack Shawn used the opportunity to 


clean up and fix his clothes. 


The movie was almost over but they didn't care. Glen sat in the seat, shoveling popcorn into his mouth and 


watching what was left. 

"Taylor." He said with a mouthful of salty, buttery goodness. 

Shawn wasn't sure he heard him right. "What?" 

"You heard. Taylor. That's who taught me some of that stuff.” 

"Oh. 

Glen peered down into his bucket and quietly said, "Surprised you didn't recognize it” 


Maybe Glen wasn't the only slut in the family. 


